MASCARET

All that week the bad weather went on, rain and
cold, with the wintry trees pressing on them from one
side and on the other the river lapping over the edges
of their banked jetties. Here and ther'e the draggled
blackthorn made a patch of white, but the primroses
were all beaten down, the violets could not open, and
even the whin was nothing but lumps of dull, sunless
yellow. Quintus thought sadly of his own Italian
home, where earliest spring had always brought a
sudden starring of colour to the hillsides, where
already the sunshine would be warm enough to lie
out in. Would April never force her way through
these wet northern forests?

Still, it was not so bad in Nertorix's house, with big
fires in the hall roaring and cracklingand shutting out
the sad watery noise of rain and river. The wine was
not so bad, either, and one got to like their queer wild
music after a time, and besides there were always the
children tumbling in and out, airing their Latin on
him, bringing him presents or tempting him to play
touch-wood with them. He was fond of children and
not too old himself to love a game: he wished he could
buy two little bright-haired, blue-eyed Gauls to take
home with him and liven the house up, laughing and
racing like mad things! Only of course they wouldn't
out of their own place - silly little flowers that wither
when you try to transplant them. The children's
mother came in and out, Mottu, a fair, shy woman,
laden with necklaces. Her biggest boy was away at
service with another chief up the river, but her hands
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